THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

looked at me, as though he wished to speak; I returned
his gaze sympathetically and he twiddled a table-bell.
A worried waiter came in: "A double-Scotch and a
Polly/3 said the traveller, and to me: "I always believe
in a night-cap." "Quite right, too/5 I agreed, not
knowing what else to say. "Had a good day?" "Satur-
day, you know/' he replied, "but not a bad day yester-
day. What about you?55

"Not bad/3 I attempted weakly, realizing that he
thought me one of the fraternity. He bubbled the
mineral-water into his glass, and waved waiter and tray
away. "And what5s your line?33

I was rather stuck, and said: "Books.35

"Not bad here, I daresay/5 he nodded, and then,
looking intently at me, raising his glass and quaffing with
a murmured salutation, "but d5you know, I can put my
hand on my heart and say that I3ve never read a book
in my life.53

Wordsworth3s lines came into my head: "I travelled
among unknown men.33 I didn5t believe such a thing
possible. "Not even a small one?55 I asked.

"Not even a small one/3 he asserted, "when Pm home
my hobby is singing in the choir.53

"I used to/31 agreed, "where is it?55

"Liverpool.53

"Church of England?55

"Certainly.53

"Baritone?55

"Yes. . . . Spot?35

"No, thanks very much.35

I remembered something, rose, said good night, and